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wiy, Easy toadjust—a great comfort to
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WEIL HEALTH BELT CO.
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opinion of vatentability. Our four books sent free,
Victor J, Evans & Co., 718 Ninth, Washington, D. C.

PATENTS Bt ety

' FREE

BOOKS and ADVICE s |
Watson E, Coleman, Patent Lawyer, Waskington, D.C. |

rﬁ. A.B.Lacey, 625 Barrister Bidg.,Washingtoa,.C,

cusswwn ADVERTISINQ

InventionsW anted.

Your advertisement inserted
in the classified column of

EVERY WEEK and THE ASSOCIATED
MAGAZINES

‘will prove s profitable investment
Combination Rate, $3.00 Per Line
Smallest space sold, 4 fines—Largest 12 lines No
Iﬂ t copy d
95 MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY
109 NORTH WABASH AVENUE, CHICAGO

or extravag

BALESMEN WANTED

SALESMEN—A Compiny of N | Rey lon wants
‘esnive typewriter, adding machine, cash register, com-
ting scale or chec tector salesmen, or those who
mlleu they can sell high-grade office speclalty, An un-
usual o] you. T 100 men now earning
excellent incomes. Many good territories open. Write for
ouf attractive proposition and proof of what our men are
making. William Kiefer, Mgr., 450 Fourth Av,, New York,

AGENTS WANTED

AGENTSt USE OUR CAPITAL—jump into big, perma.
busi New ie fuel saver—fits any stove or
fumace—saves er cent. fuel. Guaranteed—exclusive
territory. States Mig. Co., 277 Consolidated Bldg., Chicago.

' AGENTS—s00 PER CENT. I'ROFIT. FREE SAM-
ples. Gold Sign Letters for stores and office windows,
Anyone can put on, Big demand. Liberal offer to agents,
Metallic Sign Letter Co., 419 N. Clark Street, Chicago.

CORPFORATIONS

INCORPORATE YOUR BUSINESS IN ARIZONA.
Least cost. Transact business, keep books anywhere. Free
Laws, %—lhwn and Forms. Refererice: any bank in Arirona,

m1 ‘ating Company, Box 800, Phoenix, Arizona,
Branc mm: i r i ¢

rtunity for

an Nuys Duilding, l.os Angeles, California,

BUILDING MATERIAL

USE FIREI'ROOF HERCULES PLASTER ROARD
instead of laths and plaster ; "sT’ per_hundred square
feet; write for sample. Hercules Plaster Hoard Company,
Box s11, Hampton, Virginia

MUSIC Ltﬂﬁﬂ'ﬂﬁ AT HOME

LEARN PIANO OR ORGAN AT HOME, AT HALF
usual expense, by Written Method, Endorsed by leading
musicians. Successful 25 years. Graduates everywhere,
Free bouk. Quinn Conservatory, Box 650 A-M, Chicago.
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of the wedding trip they had proposed.
He estimated it at three years' salary.

“Well, the tickets and hotel bills—" he
began.

“But, Don dear,” she protested mildly,
“I don't expect yor to pay my expenses.”

“I wish to heavens I could, and go with
rou!”

“We had planned on June, hadn't we?”
she smiled.

“On June,” he nodded.

8he patted his arm.

“Dear old Don! Well, T think a fall
wedding would be nicer, anyway. And
Dolly has an English cousin or something
who may have us introduced at court.
What do you think of that?”

“I'd rather have you right here. 1
thought that after the season here I
might be able to see more of you.”

“Nonsense! You don't think we'd stay
in town all summer? Don dear, I think
you're getting a little selfish.”

“Well, you'd be in town part of the
summer.”

She shook her head.

,“We shall sail early, in order to have
some gowns made. But if you could
meet us there for a few weeks—you do
have a vacation, don’t you?”

“Two weeks, I think.”

“Oh, dear, then you can't.,” - .

“Holy smoke, do you know what a
first-class passage costs?”

“I .don’t want to know. Then you
couldn't go anyway, ecould you?”

- “Hardly.”
“Shall you miss me?”
“Yes."

‘| . “That will be nice, and I shall send you Fr
a card every day.”

“Good heavens!” he exclaimed. “If
your father would only go broke before
then. If only he would!”

UT Stuyvesant did not go broke, and
Frances sailed on the first of June.
Don went to the boat to see her off, and
the band on the deck played tunes that

brought lumps to his throat.  Then the'

hoarsge whistle boomed huskily, and from

the Hoboken sheds he watched her until!

she faded into nothing but a speek of
waving white handkerchief. In twenty
minutes he was back again in the office
of Carter, Rand & Seagraves—back again

| to sheets of little figures with dollar signs
!| before them: These he read off to Speyer,
‘| who in turn pressed the proper keys on

the adding-machine—an endless, tedious,
irritating task. The figures ran to hun-
dreds, to thousands, to tens of thousands.

Nothing could have been more unin-
teresting, nothing more meaningless. He
could not even visualize the sums as
money. It was like adding so many
columns of the letter “s.” And yet, it
was the accident of an unfair distribution
of these same dollar signs that accounted
for the fact that Frances was now sailing
out of New York harbor, while he re-
mained here before this desk.

They represented the week’s purchase
of bonds, and if the name “Pendleton,
Jr.,” hadappeared at the head of anyof the
accounts he might have been by her side.

Something seemed wrong about that.
Had she been & steam yacht he could have
understood it. Much as he might have
desired a steam yacht, he would have ac-
cepted cheerfully the fact that he did not
have the wherewithal to purchase it. He
would have felt no sense of injustice. But
it scarcely seemed decent to consider
Frances from this point of view, though a
certain parallel could be drawn: her
clean-cut lines, her nicety of finish, a cer-
tain air of silver and mahogany about her,
affording a basis of comparison; but this
was from the purely artistie side. One
couldn’t very well go further and estimate
the relative initial cost and amount for
upkeep without doing the girl an injustice.
After all, there was a distinction between a
gasolene engine and a heart, no matter how
close an analogy physicians might draw.

And yet, the only reason he was not
now with her was solely a detail of book-
keeping. It was a matter of such funda-
mental inconsequence as the amount of
his salary. He was separated from her by
a single cipher. °

But that cipher had nothing whatever

‘and he must get it,

to do with his regard for her. It had
played no part in his first meeting with
her, or in the subsequent meetings, when
frank admiration had developed into an
ardent attachment. It had nothing to do
with the girl herself, as he had seen her
for the moment he succeeded in isolating
her in a corner of the upper deck before
she sailed. It had nothing to do with cer-
tain moments at the piano when she
sang for him, It had nothing to do with
her eyes, as he had seen them that night
she had consented to marry him. To be
sure, these were only detached moments
which were not granted him often; but
he had a convietion that they stood for
something deeper in her than the every-
day moments.

DURING that next week Don found a

great deal of time in which to think.
He was surprised at how much time he
had. It was as if the hours in the day
were doubled. Where before he seldom

had more than time to hurry home and .

dress for his evening engagements, he
now found that, even when he walked
home, he was left with four or five idle
hours on his hands,

If a man is awake and hasn’t anything
else to do, he must think. He began by

.thinking about Frances, and wondering
:what she was doing, until young Schuyler

intruded himself,—Schuyler, as it hap-
pened, had taken the same boat, having
been sent abroad to convalesce from ty-
phoid,—and after that there was not
much satisfaction in wondering what she
was doing. He knew how sympathetic
ances was, and how good she would be
to Schuyler under these cirocumstances.
Not that he mistrusted her in the least—
she was not the kind to lose her head and
forget. But, at the same time, it did not

-make him feel any the less lonesome to :

picture them basking in the sun on the
deck of a liner while he was adding in-
numerable little figures beneath an elec-
tric light in the rear of the cashier's cage
in a downtown office. 1t did not do him
any good whatever,

Hotwever, the conclusion of such uneasy

wonderinig was to force him back to a -

study of the investment securities of
Carter, Rand & Seagraves: Right or
wrong, the ten thousand was necessary,
On the whole, this
had a-wholesome effect.. For the next.
few weeks he doubled his energies in the
office. That this counted was proved by
a penciled note which he received at the
club one evening:

Mg, DoNaLp PENDLETON,
Dear Sir:

You're making good, and Farnsworth
knows it.

Sincerely yours,
BarAH KEnNDALL WINTHROP,
To hear from her like this was like meet-
ing an old friend upon the street. It
seemed to say that in all these last three
weeks, when he thought he was occupying
the city of New York all by himself, she,
as a matter of fact, had been sharing it

_with him. She too had been doing her

daily work and going home at night, where
presumably she ate her dinner and lived
through the long evenings right here in
the same city. He seldom caught a
glimpse of her even in the office now, for
Seagraves took all her time. Her desk
had been moved into his office. And yet,
she had been here all the while. It made
him feel decidedly more comfortable.

The next day at lunch-time Don
waited outside the office for her, and, un-
seen by her, trailed her to her new egg-
sandwich place. He waited until she had
had time to order, and then walked in as
if quite by accident. She was seated, as
usual, in the farthest corner.

“Why, hello,” he greeted her.

She looked up in some confusion. For
several days she had watched the en-
trance of every arrival, half expecting to
see him stride in. But she no longer did
that, and had fallen back into the habit of
eating her lunch quite oblivious to all the
rest of the world. Now it seemed like
picking up the thread of an old story, and
she was not quite sure she desired this.

“Hello,” he repeated.

“Hello,” she answered.

There was an empty seat next to
hers.

“Will you hold that for me?” he asked.

“They don't let you reserve seats hetre,”
she told him.

“Then I guess I'd better not take a
chance,” he said, as he sat down in it.

He had not changed any in the last
few months.

“Do you expeet me to go and get your
lunch for you?” she inquired.

“No,” he assured her. “I don’t expect
to get any lunch.”

She hesitated.

“l was mighty glad to get your note,”
he went on. “I was beginning to think
I'd got lost in the shuffle,”

“You thought Mr. Farnsworth had for-

gotten you?"

“T sure did.
for a week.”

“Mr. Farnsworth never forgets,” she
answered.

“How about the others?"”

“There isn't any one else worth speak-
ing of in that office.”

“How about you?"

“I'm one of those not worth speaking
of,” she replied.

She met his eyes steadily.

“Seagraves doesn't seem to feel that
way. He keeps you in there all the time
now.”

“The way he does his office desk,” she
nodded. “You'd better get your lunch.”

“But I'll lose my chair.”

“Oh; get your sandwich; I'll hold the
chair for you,” she answered impatiently.

He rose immediately, and soon came
back with his plate and coffee cup.

“Do you know I haven't had one of
these things or a chocolate éclair since the
last time 1 was in one of these places with
you?”

“What have you been eating?”

“Doughnuts and coffee, mostly.”

“That isn’t nearly so good for you." she
declared.

He adjusted himself ecomfortably.

“This is like getting back home,” he
said.

“Home?"

She spoke the word with a frightened,

I hadn’t laid eyes on him

.eynical laugh.

“Well, it's more like home than eating

alone at the other places,” he said.
 “They are all alike,” she returned—
“just places in which to eat.”

She said it with some point, but he did
not see the point. He took a bite of his
egg sandwich.

“Honest, this tastes pretty good,” he
assured her.

He was eating with a relish and satis-
faction that he had not known for a long
time. It was clear that the credit for
this was due in some way to Sarah Ken-
dall Winthrop, though that was an equally
ourious phenomenon. Except that he
bad, or assumed, the privilege of talking
to her, she was scarcely as intimate a
feature of his life as Nora,

“How do you like your new work?"
she inquired.

“It's fierce,” he answered. “It's mostly
arithmetie.”

“It all helps,” she said. “All you have

“How We Cleaned
Up Our Town”

We shall have a National
Clean-Up Number of this mag-
__ azine this spring.
- For that number I want 500-
word letters on “How We
Cleaned Up Our Town,” ac-
companied by interesting pho-
tographs.

Tell me about how the women
of your town got together and
cleaned it up. Fill your letter
full of facts and have it reach
me within three weeks. If it’s
interesting enough I will print
it and pay for it.
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